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FRAGMENT #2 


i’m 
your — pink toy poodle 
carry 
my little pink body 
till it’s too much 


THESE MY HANDS 


i kiss 

the page wondering if my 
neighbor 

can see me trying 
to smell your poem 


HEART OF LIGHT 


abstracting this girl 
self follow me to iDeath 
wild grasses call my 
name 
daughter allodynia 


THE WITCHING HOUR 


bored with the body’s 
iambic pentameter 
i call death by cute 
names write death a sonnet & 
swallow her like fresh milk 


BODY ARCHIVE 


scorpio season 
i shed flowers in november’s 
horizontal light 
you collect my debris as 
i walk away hoarding love 


SHE DISAPPEARED INTO COMPLETE SILENCE 


tethered 
to the promise of a life 
fever 
dream of rose feelings 
this girl vanishes 


THIS EARTH THIS PASSAGE 


honeysuckle 
abandonment as if 
winter had 
any hold soon __ fruit flies 
& green decay 


SUSPENDED NOT SUSPENDED 


pulling at the hem 

of time unraveling my 

self in the process 

there is no health you whisper 
only living my wet wet rose 


KEENING 


slime gifs 

are prayer psalms of goo 
asmr 

devotional glop oozing 

holiness  as_ collapse 


GLACIAL ERRATIC 


fetishizing 
nature words 
crooning algae 
adiantum 
as my maidenhair 
washes down the drain 


knife in my 
pocket to cut plant stems 
i crave 
propagating solitude 
your verdant hag 


BLUSH 


how much pink 


can a poem take pastel 
neon 
millennial all shades 


of a shared malaise 


THE SOFT EDGE OF SPACE 


my tendency 
to become fluid 
whatever 
that means all the marias 
ican no longer be 


GIRL PERFORMING 


a poem performing 

abody performing a 
patient swallowing 
injecting infusing i 
am committed to my act 


ECTOPLASM 


five five five five five 
seven five seven five five 
five five five five five 
seven seven five seven 
five seven seven seven 


CEREMONY OF 


clear 

air clairvoyance 
Xx 

Xx 

Xx 


THE ROSES 


poetics of horse 

girls apoeminever write 
i’m a weird pony 

smearing my face in rose 
petals i’m pink like shame 


CAN YOU FEEL IT? 


grotesquely 
sentimental i you 
rich with distance 
we delete the past like 
browser histories heartquakes 


GIRL DEBT 


iam the poem whose 

words become your mouth 
woe is me 

hoe is me hole is me 


INTO LONGING VAST ROSE 


if i was exact 

& silver instead selves 
echoing 

across all these places 
that are home but not home 


ELEMENTAL SENTIMENTS 


all the bodies 

imight have been lacing 
melon balls 

with melancholy dreaming 
of the disappearing bees 


BED SPELL 


i touch the wall & 

know my hand will go through it 
if only i wait 

long enough 


ATTEMPTING PSYCHOKINETIC CONNECTIONS 
TO CLOUDS 


longing to be 

wounded i become the wound 
longing to be 

nothing i become everything 
i’'m a glutton 4 sorrow 


MEMORY WOUND 


cicadas 

smog kudzu azaleas 

vien-violet 

& you with your hand 
inmy hand — your hand 


MOUTHSONG 


salt lick skin 

god it’s been a long time 
dripping heat 

why do we touch more 

in the swelter 


HAX PROCESS 


if i baptise u 

in a pool of pink mushroom 
marshmallow flavoured 
soda water what will we 
become salome beckons 


VARIATIONS ON A THEME 


lost my sex 

march of another year 
the erotics 

of flowers dead in a vase 

some kind of sigh 


